"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

everyone present. Mistress Gwynn, I think. May I
make our host known to you? The eminent philo-
sopher, Mr Newton.

NELLY [going past Charles to Newton] I dont
know what a philosopher is, Mr Newton; but you
look one, every inch. Your servant, sir. [She curtsies to
him}.

NEWTON. Yours, madam. I am ashamed that you
should have been kept waiting at the wrong side of my
door.

NELLY. It is an honor to be seen at your door, Mr
Newton. [Looking round her} And who keeps your
house so beautifully? I thought philosophers were like
Romish priests, not allowed to marry.

NEWTON. Is my house beautifully kept? I have
never noticed it. This is Mrs Basham, my house-
keeper. [He sits resignedly].

NELLY. You never noticed it! You dont deserve
such a housekeeper. Your servant, Mrs Basham.

Mrs Basham bows stiffly, trying not to be flattered.

CHARLES. The other gentleman is the famous
founder of the sect of Quakers.

FOX. Of Friends, Friend Rowley.

NELLY [running to Fox] I know. I know. The man in
the leather breeches.

FOX [stubbornly seated} I am also known as George
Fox.

NELLY [clapping him on the shoulder} What of that?
Anybody might be George Fox; but there is only one
man in the leather breeches. Your servant, George.

FOX. Yours, Nelly.

NELLY. There! Nelly! [She goes to the wall for a chair
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